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blue of the sky. A crowd of wood pigeons rose from the green and
misty azure hollows of the plantation and flapped swiftly down the
glades, the blue light glancing off their clapping wings. I went by
the house down to the lakeside and crossed the water by the hatches
above the cascade. From the other side of the water the lake shone
as blue as the sky and beyond it rose from the water's edge the grand
bank of sloping woods glowing with colours, scarlet, gold, orange
and crimson arid dark green. Two men were £shing on the further
shore of an arm of the lake and across the water came the hoarse
belling of a buck while a coot fluttered skimming along the surface
of the lake with a loud cry and rippling splash.
To eye and ear it was a beautiful picture, the strange hoarse
belling of the buck, the fluttering of the coot as she skimmed the
water with her melancholy note, the cry of the swans across the
lake; the clicking of the reels as the fishermen wound up or let out
their lines, the soft murmur of the woods, the quiet rustle of the
red and golden drifts of beech leaves, the rush of the waterfall, the
light tread of the dappled herd of deer dark and dim glancing across
the green glades from shadow into sunlight and rustling under the
beeches, and the merry voices of the Marquis's children at pky.
Why do I keep this voluminous journal? I can hardly tell. Partly
because life appears to me such a curious and wonderful thing that
it almost seems a pity that even such a humble and uneventful life
as mine should pass altogether away without some such record as
this, and partly too because I think the record may amuse and
interest some who come after me.
Wednesday, 4 November
This evening I had my first Wednesday winter evening service
and lecture at the school and reviewed the events of the last seven
months, the funeral of Dr. Livingstone, the visit of the Czar, the
Spanish war, the Thorpe railway disaster, the explosion of benzaline
and gunpowder on the Regent's Park Canal, the Bengal Famine,
shipwrecks and collisions at sea, the Ckerson, the Candahar and
Kingsbridge, etc.
Sunday, 8 November
At Morning Church there was a pleasant sight. Vincent, the
Langley Burrell policeman, who is not often able to attend service
was there with all his sons and amongst diem Frank the fine hand-

